MADAME CURIE
elsewhere. It was not by chance that Mme Curie's letters
ceased to be original at the exact moment when the story of her
life became exceptional. As student, teacher or young wife,
Marie could tell her story. . . . But now she was isolated by all
that was secret and inexpressible in her scientific vocation.
Among those she loved there was no longer anybody able to
understand, to realise her worries and her difficult design. She
could share her obsessions with only one person, Pierre Curie,
her companion. To him alone could she confide rare thoughts
and dreams. Marie, from now on, was to present to all others,
however near they might be to her heart, an almost common-
place picture of herself. She was to paint for them only the
bourgeois side of her life. She was to find sometimes accents full
of contained emotion to express her happiness as a woman. But
of her work she was to speak only in laconic, inexpressive Uttle
phrases: news in three lines, without even attempting to suggest
the wonders that work meant to her. Through subtle modesty,
and also through horror of vain talk and everything super-
fluous, Marie concealed herself, dug herself in; or rather, she
offered only one of her profiles. Shyness, boredom, or reason,
whatever it may have been, the scientist of genius effaced and
dissimulated herself behind "a woman like all others."
Mane to Bwnya> 1899:
Our life is always the same. We work a lot but we sleep well,
so our health does not suffer. The evenings are taken up by
caring for the child. In the morning I dress her and give her her
food, then I can generally go out at about nine. During the
whole of this year we have not been either to the theatre or a
concert, and we have not paid one visit. For that matter, we
feel very well. ... I miss my family enormously, above all
you, my dears, and Father. I often think of my isolation with
grief, I cannot complain of anything else, for our health is not
bad, the child is growing well, and I have the best husband one
could dream of; I could never have imagined finding one like
him. He is a true gift of heaven, and the more we live together
tj*e more we love each other.